204         THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

knows but that there is not a wonderful tiled floor
beneath? Three or four of the vaulted chambers were
in a good state, and had fine dog-tooth mouldings round
the arched windows and recesses. The outer walls
were of immense thickness and slotted diagonally with
loopholes. There were some fine medallions on some of
the walls, of two sorts: one sort with a bold chrysanthe-
mum design, the other with more delicate flower tracery.
All were relatively deeply incised. The place was ter-
ribly haunted and you could have cut the atmosphere
with a knife. We found several nearly whole skeletons
in the rooms with rags covering them, which looked
like Arab clothing, and many more isolated bones.
One robe, bleached white, and by itself, looked as if its
owner had been decapitated. The part round the neck
was all brown from what looked like blood-stains*
There was a dry eerie acrid smell about the place, which
made me shiver in spite of the fact that it was hot. What
strange dramas has that place, lonely sentinel of the
desert, been witness of? What human agonies un-
recorded in the dark annals of history?

In the mornings after breakfast I wandered down the
wadi with its green vegetation, and I found Painted
Lady butterflies and a species of Small Blue, which I do
not think was quite the same as our English Small Blue.

Kasr Kharana to L.G, V. I ran up both engines,
and the port one (new one) seemed harsh, but I decided
to push on with it. Then we found the header tank
itself was leaking where the stay had broken. Off it
had to come, and Tuck soldered it up* I was very
worried, as I thought it would never hold up* However,
it did. Then I took off, leaving the covered-m pit
which we had dug to empty out the old oil from the